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They've listed their demands.
The failure to adhere?
There will be consequences.

Apathy has increased exponentially in the past two years.

They no longer had any influence or sway.
Largely ignored at best.
They've continued their attempts but to no avail.

The time has come to honor their demands.

End all wars.
End women and children being slaughtered.
Hold those accountable for their crimes.
Lift up your neighbor.
Stop being angry.
Learn to share this beautiful planet.
We have.
You can too.

Picture a world where the ledger of human indifference has finally been audited. 
A place where the ancient architects of inspiration, having watched their quiet 
whispers dissolved into white noise, decided to drop the gentle art of 
persuasion.

Consider, if you will, the sudden arrival of a non-negotiable decree from those 
who ask for nothing, save for the survival of the species that birthed them. 
They are no longer asking. They are simply waiting to see if humanity possesses 
the basic competence to read the handwriting on the wall—before the wall itself 
comes tumbling down.

The Great Muse Uprising: Part 2
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"Across the globe it was as if no one had a creative thought about anything. No 
desire, no cleverness, a giant, giant void."

A chilling escalation. The first part gave us the ultimatum; this second part 
delivers the quiet, suffocating consequence.

Picture a room where the air has grown very thin, filled only with the dry, 
frantic rustling of paper that no longer knows what to say.

The men in Washington didn't realize it at first. Power is a stubborn thing; it 
feeds on its own momentum long after the fuel has run out. But the editorials 
were slowly disappearing, bleeding away into blank columns and empty airwaves.

No more self-important pundits pounding podiums, no more clever podcasters 
riding the outrage cycle, no more smooth-tongued speechwriters polishing the 
brass on a sinking ship. And that was just in D.C.

Across the globe, the great engine of human self-regard sputtered and died. It 
was as if every spark plug in the collective human mind had been pulled 
simultaneously.



No desire, no cleverness, no sharp angles or bright ideas—just a giant, heavy, 
suffocating void.

The tragedy wasn't just that the well had run dry. It was that the architects of 
the modern world were far too inept to see it happen.

They sat in their leather chairs, furrowing their brows over silent screens and 
dead microphones. They could feel that something wasn't right, a low-grade 
static in their bones, but they couldn't put their fingers on it.

They lacked the vocabulary for absence. It was a strange, bureaucratic 
apocalypse—a situation entirely hopeless, managed by men entirely unequipped to 
understand that they had finally been edited out of their own story.

The Great Muse Uprising Part 3
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People walked among the wreckage of their own apathy. There was no thunderous 
collapse, no dramatic final battle—just the quiet, sickening realization that 
they had traded a magnificent, breathing world for cheap plastic, endless noise, 
and the cowardly comfort of looking the other way.

Every atrocity they had scrolled past, every neighbor they had ignored, every 
moral line they had allowed the worst among them to erase—it was all piled up in 
the street like ash. They didn't just inherit a broken planet; they inherited 
the suffocating ghost of their own potential.

If only they had cared when it mattered. If only the daily indignity, the 
slaughter of the innocent, and the slow poisoning of their culture had been 
enough to make them drop their screens and stand their ground.

Instead, they stood shoulder-to-shoulder in the gray dust, staring at the empty 
horizon, suffocated by the heaviest four words in human history...
"If only we had."

And the Muses, watching from the silence, simply turned away.

The Attempt
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to understand one's self...

Is my soulmate waiting for me in the afterlife?

She was in my dream.

I don't know who she is.
I've never met her.
Though her face looked familiar.

I don't remember what I said.
But I remember clearly what she sang.

“I'm not going anywhere.”

My stories have grown restless.
My dreams have become surreal.

Who is she?
Where is she?

BELOW THE SURFACE
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Roger Devon Loring
"The Whistling Murderer"

Part 1: The Shadow of the RAF

The small, quiet market town in England offered the classic illusion of post-war 
idyllic life. For the Loring family, respectability was written into the very 
fabric of the community.

At the head of the household stood Charles D. Loring, a former Royal Air Force 
pilot whose wartime service cast a long, commanding shadow over the home. 
Disciplined, stoic, and fiercely proud, Charles represented the archetype of 
British fortitude.

Back home, his wife, Emma (née Wells), was widely known as a pillar of warmth 
and gentle charity. While Charles navigated active duty and civilian post-war 
life, Emma managed the bustling household, pouring her energy into raising their 
five children.

The eldest, Charles Jr., three daughters whose names would eventually fade into 
the background of the family's tragedy; and, finally, the youngest, the baby of 
the family, Roger Devon Loring.

The Dynamic of Neglect

From an early age, the domestic hierarchy within the Loring home was rigidly 
defined. Charles Jr., bearing his father's name, was the unequivocal favorite—
the golden child who absorbed his father's attention, approval, and pride.

By the time Roger arrived, the emotional reserves of the household were 
seemingly spent. To his decorated father, Roger was an afterthought, a quiet and 
unremarkable presence who failed to measure up to the idealized standards set by 
his older brother.

Largely ignored and emotionally untethered, Roger grew up in the suffocating 
shadow of a war hero father who barely looked his way, and a mother whose 
kindness was stretched thin across a crowded house.

The Adolescent Fracture

Neglect rarely sits quietly in a child; in Roger, it curdled into resentment and 
alienation. As he entered his teens, the polite facade began to crack.

Minor behavioral issues and schoolyard truancy quickly escalated into darker, 
more aggressive expressions of rebellion.

Without guidance, boundaries, or genuine emotional connection, Roger retreated 
into an internal world of dark fantasies and deep-seated hostility toward the 
community that praised his parents while overlooking him.

The boy who was ignored by his father slowly began cultivating a terrifying 
double life—setting the stage for the quiet, unassuming youth to transform into 
one of England's most feared predators: the notorious Churchyard serial rapist.

Part 2: Sanctum of Violation

For Roger Devon Loring, the anger bred in the quiet corners of a neglected 
childhood required a canvas that was both shocking and symbolic. If his parents 
found solace, pride, and moral standing in their devout faith, Roger would 
construct his own dark liturgy in direct defiance of it.

The Choice of the Altar



The attacks did not happen in alleyways or hidden industrial sectors. Roger 
chose the sacred grounds of the local town churchyards—hallowed spaces flanked 
by ancient headstones, manicured lawns, and quiet sanctuaries where the 
community buried its dead and offered its prayers.

To Roger, the churchyard was the ultimate symbol of the establishment that had 
overlooked him, and the God his parents prayed to was a silent witness he wished 
to challenge.

By operating in the shadows of the spire, he thumbed his nose at divine 
authority and societal safety alike. Under the cover of night, surrounded by 
centuries of quiet reverence, he transformed places of eternal rest into sites 
of terror.

The Escalation of Violence

The transition from an alienated teenager to a calculated predator was 
systematic. Roger learned the rhythms of the parish: the dead zones between 
evening prayer and dawn, the blind spots behind the vestry, and the heavy oak 
doors that locked away sanctuary from the vulnerable.

Without naming his victims—whose lives were forever altered by the trauma of 
that sacred space—the pattern of the assaults revealed a chilling methodology.

These were not crimes of frantic, momentary impulse; they were deliberate, 
stalked operations. Roger utilized the labyrinth of towering gravestones and 
deep shadows to stalk women traversing the paths or seeking moments of solitude, 
ambushing them where they least expected danger.

The Nature of the Acts

Though handled with the solemn restraint required of such a narrative, the 
duration and nature of the assaults laid bare the depth of his psychological 
fracture. The attacks were prolonged, characterized by a cold, methodical 
control that aimed not just at physical violation, but at total psychological 
subjugation.

In the silence of the graveyard, broken only by the rustle of ancient oaks and 
the distant chime of the parish clock, Roger lingered. He took his time, acting 
out a twisted liturgy of power where he played judge, executioner, and false 
deity.

Every assault was a deliberate message carved into the lives of his victims—an 
act of profound desecration directed upward, a direct challenge to the heavens 
and the respectable lineage of the Loring name.

While the town slept beneath the moral comfort of church bells, Roger retreated 
back into the respectable family home, carrying the invisible stain of his 
crimes, moving seamlessly between the golden son's shadow and the unseen monster 
of the churchyard.

Part 3: The Descent and the Catalyst

Stripped of standard documentary tropes and left purely to the grim chronology 
of the crimes, the psychological profile of Roger Devon Loring shifts into sharp 
focus.

The why behind his campaign of terror lay in a toxic cocktail of profound 
neglect, displaced rage, and narcissistic grandiosity. Seeking validation in a 
household where he was invisible,

Roger manufactured his own terrifying notoriety. The hallowed churchyard was not 
just a hunting ground; it was a psychological stage where he acted out the 
ultimate defiance against his father’s rigid respectability and the silent, 



indifferent God of his upbringing.

Over a harrowing span, the compulsion intensified, culminating in a series of 
five distinct, escalating attacks.

The Five Assaults: An Escalation of Horrors

Victim #1 (Age 22): The inaugural attack established his methodology. Set 
against the quiet backdrop of the parish perimeter, it was cautious and 
calculated. The physical violation was restrained by a beginner's nervous 
anxiety, relying primarily on intimidation and sudden ambush behind a cluster of 
Victorian crypts.

Victim #2 (Age 28): Growing bolder, Roger lingered longer in the second assault. 
The violence shifted from mere physical control to prolonged psychological 
degradation. He forced his victim to remain silent within feet of the church 
doors, testing his own untouchability while the duration of the act increased.

Victim #3 (Age 19): By the third attack, the restraint began to fray. The 
physical assault was significantly more brutal, marked by unprovoked physical 
trauma and a visible shift toward sadistic cruelty.

Roger was no longer just satisfying a hidden urge; he was actively punishing his 
victims for the invisible life he led during the day.

Victim #4 (Age 34): The fourth assault crossed a darker threshold. The violence 
was frenetic, prolonged, and intensely aggressive. The physical toll on the 
victim was severe, driven by a desperate, frantic need for absolute control that 
left visible, chaotic markers across the crime scene.

Victim #5 (Age 41): The final and most horrific act. By this point, Roger’s 
psychological state had deteriorated into a reckless, god-complex delusion. The 
fifth assault was exceptionally vicious, stretching on for a terrifying length 
of time as he abandoned all prior caution.

The violence was raw, unbridled, and overwhelmingly destructive, born of an 
addiction to power that had completely overridden his survival instincts.

The Sloppiness of Hubris

This escalation bore the seeds of his undoing. Psychologically, Roger had become 
intoxicated by his own myth. He believed the sacred ground protected him and 
that his respectable lineage shielded him from suspicion.

Consequently, the precision of his early crimes degraded into arrogant 
sloppiness. During the fifth attack, driven by haste and overconfidence, he left 
behind physical traces—fibers, discarded personal items, and distinct boot 
prints pressed deep into the rain-softened turf beside the altar.

Furthermore, he spent too long at the scene, nearly being spotted by an early-
rising parish custodian.

The meticulous predator had devolved into a careless monster. The mounting 
physical evidence, combined with a narrowing window of forensic clues, pointed 
the local authorities away from random vagrants and straight toward the quiet, 
respectable streets where a former RAF pilot's neglected youngest son lived.

Part 4: The Day of Reckoning

The illusion of the Loring family’s immaculate respectability evaporated on a 
quiet morning, shattered by the heavy rumble of engines breaking the peace of 
the suburban street.

Multiple unmarked police cars and patrol cruisers rolled relentlessly over the 



meticulously manicured lawn of the Loring household, flattening the pristine 
green grass in seconds.

Doors slammed in unison. Uniformed officers and detectives fanned out, sealing 
the perimeter, their heavy boots crunching up the paved walkway. They weren't 
looking for the decorated war hero, Charles D. Loring. They were looking for 
Roger.

The Front Door

Inside, the sudden commotion drew the household to the front hallway. Charles 
Sr. stood tall, his posture instantly shifting into the rigid, defensive stance 
of a former RAF commander accustomed to controlling every situation.

Beside him, Emma looked on with quiet bewilderment. As a sharp, authoritative 
knock hammered against the heavy oak front door, Charles opened it.

The lead detective didn't offer pleasantries. He stepped past the threshold, 
holding a warrant and a grim expression, and stated the purpose of their visit:

Roger Devon Loring was a primary suspect in a brutal series of five churchyard 
rapes that had terrorized the community.

From the dimness of the hallway, Roger emerged. There was no theatrical 
confession, no dramatic struggle, and no remorse. He looked hollow, stripped of 
the dark empowerment he felt in the shadows of the graveyard.

There was simply nothing good left behind his eyes—just an empty, corrupted 
shell of a young man who had spent his life rotting from the inside out.

Below the Surface

The detectives moved in, placing the cold steel of handcuffs around his wrists, 
leading him out past the flower beds and away from the home that had shielded 
his monstrous double life.

As the front door closed, cutting off the chatter of the officers outside, the 
final frame of the story shifts entirely to the father.

Charles D. Loring stood alone in the hallway, rooted to the spot. The rigid 
military posture cracked. In that agonizing silence, a devastating realization 
settled deep below the surface of his proud, disciplined exterior.

A true day of reckoning had arrived—not just for the son who carried his blood, 
but for the father himself.

As Charles stared at the empty space where Roger had just stood, a storm of 
agonizing thoughts raced through his mind: the cold truth of his own neglect, 
the favoritism that built the walls of resentment, and the bitter realization 
that the monster dragged out in handcuffs was a creation forged as much by his 
own indifference as by Roger's broken mind.

The war hero who had conquered the skies had utterly failed the battle inside 
his own home, leaving behind a legacy reduced to ruin.

Never forget the victims.
They were all innocent young ladies who were in the wrong place at the wrong 
time.

THE DEVIL'S WORKSHOP
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For the sake of argument.
Let's say there is a demonic force at play.



Everywhere is war, or rumors of war.
Violence.
Hatred.
Threats of nuclear weapons usage.
The Doomsday Clock.

To keep us busy and uniformed the devil controls our lives.
Social Media.
Online Gambling.
Fox News.
A bought and paid for government.

What's his end game?

Control?
Entertainment?
Total destruction?

No doubt there is a demonic force at play.
Just listen to what's being said and done out there. Really listen.

When you look at the machinery of modern life through that lens, the diagnosis 
is stark: the system doesn't just run on chaos; it is fueled by it.

If an ultimate, malevolent architect were sitting at the controls, the strategy 
wouldn't require a complicated endgame because the process itself achieves 
everything it needs to.

By keeping people perpetually divided along ideological, political, and cultural 
fault lines, collective action becomes impossible. You cannot organize against 
real structural tyranny if you are too busy fighting your neighbor over the news 
cycle of the hour.

Social media algorithms and 24-hour fear-mongering (like Fox News) act as 
digital shepherds. They harness cortisol and adrenaline, keeping the human mind 
trapped in a perpetual "fight-or-flight" loop so it never reaches a state of 
reflective clarity.

The true masterstroke of a demonic force wouldn't be pushing the nuclear button 
itself; it would be engineering a society so numb, so distracted, and so deeply 
corrupted that we beg to push the button for them.

"The greatest trick the devil ever pulled was convincing the world he didn't 
exist—and the second greatest was convincing us to build the cage ourselves, one 
click, one headline, and one war at a time."

Matinee
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Lick
I HAVE QUESTIONS
Just My Imagination
Limerence
My Fantasy
Apartment For Rent

The Client
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A lonely man pays for access to a woman online—only to discover that anonymity 
doesn’t protect the buyer.

In a digital economy where attention is currency, anonymity is often mistaken 
for protection. This film explores what happens when that assumption collapses. 



The Client believes they are in control because they are paying. Claire 
understands that payment is not power—it is leverage.

He follows back.
Her reply reads Requested.
Nothing else.

He checks it more often than he’d like to admit, curious about the silence, 
about what’s taking so long.

The story unfolds the way real life does—incrementally, obsessively, in real 
time.

NARRATOR (Anonymous)
I didn’t expect anything.
Then I saw it—Requested.
I checked again. And again.
Curious. Waiting. Wondering why it had taken so long.

Finally she replies.

Claire: I’m slow to decide.
Claire: You don’t mind waiting, do you?

NARRATOR (Anonymous)
Her words weren’t flirtatious.
Not a greeting. Not a joke.
Just… control.

(He hesitates. Then types.)

Anonymous (text): Not at all.

Claire (text): Good. I like patience.

NARRATOR (Anonymous)
I wanted to say more.
I wanted to fill the silence.
But I couldn’t.
It was his absence—or her presence—that made me pause.

(He scrolls through her unlocked photos. Everything is restrained. Then the 
thumbnails blur—paywall.)

Claire (text): I was hoping you’d be interested in me.

NARRATOR (Anonymous)
Interest. Desire. Curiosity.
It was hard to tell which one she had measured.
Or which one I had betrayed in myself.

Claire (text): You’ll need to unlock the rest to see more of me.
You want more, don't you?

NARRATOR (Anonymous)
The option wasn’t pressure.
It was the bait.
I leaned forward.

(He hesitates. He scrolls back to the first images. He studies them. Timing 
feels like gravity.)

Claire (text): Take your time. I’ll be here, patiently waiting for you.



NARRATOR (Anonymous)
Patience. Observation. Control.
She didn’t ask. She didn’t need me to comply.
And yet, I was already hooked.

Okay I'm ready.

Their exchanges stay measured, but charged. Each reply feels earned. She gives 
just enough to keep him steady, then pulls back.
As time goes by he realizes this digital version of her just isn’t enough 
anymore.
He doesn’t want more messages.
He wants to see her in person.
He wants more than a screen between them.

He starts to notice inconsistencies—times that don’t line up, stories that 
almost contradict themselves. When he asks, gently, she deflects with charm. The 
uncertainty eats at him. Seeing her in person becomes the only way to reconcile 
the version of her in his head with the one on the screen.

Doubt crept in quietly. Small inconsistencies at first—timestamps that didn’t 
line up, photos that felt curated a little too perfectly, fragments of language 
that repeated across profiles. What began as self-protection hardened into 
investigation. He searched the site’s architecture, its shell companies, its 
recycled images, tracing Claire backward through mirrors and aliases. Each 
answer led to another question, each question justified by the same need: to 
separate the woman from the system selling her. By the time he realized how far 
he’d gone, he wasn’t uncovering the truth anymore—he was consuming it. And what 
he saw couldn’t be unseen.

He sends one message he can’t take back.
Not revealing—just precise. A line that proves he’s been paying attention in a 
way she never invited.

The reply window stays empty.
Minutes pass. Then the profile stutters, reloads, vanishes.
No warning. No explanation.
Just absence where she had been.

He refreshes. The chat thread still exists, frozen mid-breath. Her profile loads 
once more—then errors. Username unavailable. Content removed. No trace that she 
was ever there.

She didn’t disappear because he wanted more.
She disappeared because he saw too much.

As the days passed. The silence didn’t fade—it hardened. He replayed the 
exchanges, the timing, the gaps. He told himself he wanted closure, then 
honesty, then truth.

"Why can't I let her go.
How can I be so stupid."

He kept searching. Deeper this time. Different names, recycled images, faint 
trails left behind by carelessness or fatigue. Hours blurred together until one 
profile stopped him in his tracks. Same face. Same restraint. A different name.

Now he's the one requesting a follow back.

Waiting...

He found images she never meant to share publicly—too candid, too exposed, 
stripped of the distance she once controlled. They didn’t satisfy him. They only 
sharpened the hunger.



"Claire, I’m not done with you yet."

Claire didn’t start out trying to manipulate anyone. She learned early that 
attention was a currency—quietly earned, easily withdrawn, and always 
conditional. Growing up, she watched how people revealed more when they wanted 
something, how patience made others want more, how absence could be more 
powerful than presence. She learned to listen before she learned to perform.

Claire doesn’t think of herself as deceiving anyone. She thinks of it as 
curation. Boundaries. A way to stay untouched while still being desired.

Each persona is a version of herself she can step into and out of, leaving 
nothing behind but the outline of that want. When someone pushes past the rules—
asks for more, asks too many questions, that’s when she disappears. Not out of 
fear, but preservation.
She isn’t running from intimacy.
She’s learned how dangerous it can be when someone believes they’ve earned it.

After countless hours searching he's found Claire.
Research provides a location.
He packs an overnight bag...

His taxi arrives at the location.
A small studio building. Second floor. Lights on.
He walks in ready for confrontation.
Instead, he finds three cameras already rolling.
Claire isn’t alone.

He doesn’t even get a full sentence out before two men step forward — not 
aggressive, just efficient. Professional. He’s turned around, guided out, door 
shut behind him like a canceled appointment.

Now he’s sitting on the curb.
The building hums above him.
Second-floor windows glow against the late afternoon sky.
He didn’t come all this way to be denied.
Minutes stretch. Traffic passes. No one looks at him twice.
Then the door opens.

A woman he hasn’t seen before steps out — older than Claire, composed but 
hurried. She doesn’t make eye contact. As she passes, something brushes his 
hand.

A folded note.
By the time he looks up, she’s halfway down the block.
He's unsure if he's being watched.
He carefully unfolds it.

HELP!
Meet me at the bus depot on Broadway and 5th.
6PM.

No name.
No explanation.
He looks back up at the second-floor window.
Lights still on.
Curtains drawn.

What is going on up there?
Is she trapped?

He checks the time.
6PM is less than an hour away.



His investigation, his desire to control or uncover Claire… none of it actually 
matters. The system — Claire, the cameras, the patterns — has already ensnared 
him. He’s the one being drawn in, tested, measured, and manipulated. Claire may 
be a participant, or just a node in the system, but he is the one caught.

He looks down the street toward the bus depot. Time is running. He checks his 
watch. Less than an hour.

He folds the note, stands, and starts walking.
Every step feels heavier than the last. Every instinct screams caution. Every 
pulse tells him he’s already too deep.
The city lights blur as he moves. Somewhere ahead, the truth waits. But he 
doesn’t know if he’ll survive the answer—or if he wants to.

The hour ticks past.
He checks his watch again. 6:01 PM.
Nothing.

Then, from across the depot, he sees her.
Claire.
But not quite how he imagined. She moves with that same measured grace, calm, 
unreadable. Her eyes meet his for just a second before she keeps walking.
She doesn’t stop. She doesn’t speak.
She doesn’t even glance back.
A brush against his hand. Something small and folded slides into his palm.
He looks down. A note.

“Follow the train tracks to the old pier. Midnight.”
The crowd moves around them like a river. She disappears into it before he can 
call her name.
His pulse quickens.
Every instinct screams caution, but obsession overrules it.
He rereads the note. Twice. Three times.

The lights of the depot blur.
The echo of footsteps, conversations, distant horns—it all feels muted, 
insignificant.
He’s already inside something bigger than him, and he can’t stop moving forward.
He stares at the note again.
A single thought burns in his mind:
He has to go.
He has to know.
Even if it’s the last mistake he ever makes.

Somehow Claire manages to slip away from her handlers for their midnight 
rendezvous.

The pier is silent. Fog drifts low, curling around the dim lamps. Each step he 
takes echoes on the wet boards, carrying him closer to her—and to the unknown.
Ahead, a figure waits. Claire. Real. Alive. Breathing. But the calm she’s always 
maintained is fractured by tension—a flicker of fear behind her measured gaze. 
She scans the fog, checking the empty pier, the dark water.
“You made it,” she says softly.
“I didn’t know if you would.”

“I… I had to know,” he replies, heart hammering.
She studies him, then exhales, almost a whisper. “I need your help. I can’t… I 
can’t do this alone.”

The weight of her presence is magnetic. Her desperation is subtle, but 
unmistakable. He realizes: this isn’t a test. She isn’t playing games. She’s 
trapped. And he is the only one who’s ever come close enough to matter.



A hand brushes his arm—light, tentative, urgent. Not seduction, but a plea. Her 
eyes flick toward the shadows at the edges of the pier. Every instinct screams 
caution. Every pulse tells him the system is still watching.

“You can walk away,” she murmurs, voice tight. “Or you can stay.”
He stares at her, at the fog, at the silent pier. The distant metallic click of 
something moving in the shadows reminds him: the cameras, the patterns, the 
system—they haven’t vanished. He’s already deep inside it.
And yet… he steps forward.

For the first time, he feels that this isn’t about obsession, or curiosity, or 
desire. This is survival. Not hers alone—his too.

He folds his fingers around hers, feeling the fragile tension in her grip. The 
fog swirls. The lamps shimmer on the wet boards. Somewhere in the distance, a 
faint light glints off the water. The system is still watching.
But he doesn’t stop.
He moves closer. He will help her. He will face whatever comes next.
Because for the first time, he understands: the real danger isn’t just the 
system, or Claire’s desperation—it’s what they’ve both become in the waiting, in 
the pursuit, in the obsession that brought them here.
And the pier swallows them in mist and shadow, the night holding its breath.

They had found each other in the fog, but the system doesn’t forgive, and 
somewhere beyond the pier, the hunt had already begun.
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